Dublin sat on the edge of the roof across from Nox and the young boy.  The kid could not have been much more than ten years old, and the blind god was trying to recruit him to her cause.  It was clever enough but to use the boy's emotions against him was low, even for a filthy vampire.  But he crossed his legs, just observing the boy.  He wanted to see what he would decide to do, just to see if he accepted Nox's offer to become a vampire or not.  If the kid DID, he would be there to kill the boy before he had drank his first taste of vampire blood.  Then a familiar female voice came into his ears and he smirked, turning his head to see Danielle.

"Didn't your mother ever tell you not to play with your food?" she joked with him, knowing who he considered his mother.

"My mother didn't teach me that...she just taught me to attack without distinction, not to care about skin color or social class" he got up, his steel toed work boots weighing him down "It is good to see you again, Mother" he got up and hugged her. His sheepskin clothes were dirty and tattered, but still wearable.  The black mop of hair on his head was in tangled knots,

"I am not your mother. I just made you into a werewolf to save your life" she hugged back.

"Don't be so absurd!  You are the only one who treated me as a son, better than my human mother ever did!" he said, meaning every word of it.  "So what brings you out here?"

"It is a long story...and we only have a few nights to save or condemn our kind."

"We can discuss it on the way to the werewolf/vampire stronghold in the mountains here" he said, smiling at her.

"Wait...vampires and werewolves are working together?"

"Only the best, oldest of both clans.  We can stand up to Wolf Mother and Nox, even if it means to protect the child that has predicted the end of both clans" he quickly explained, taking her hand in his, just as she did to him when he was a dying human.

The young man was a strapping early twenties, with not much experience from his life behind him.  The Irishman boarded the ship; his broad, strong shoulders carrying his luggage.  The year was 1912, the ship Titanic was on it's maiden voyage to New York.  He had won a ticket in a very lucky game of cards, seeing as how he bet everything he had.  He had made over three hundred pounds in that hand alone, a royal flush.

He breathed in the sea air, salty and refreshing.  He was in the lowest class possible on the ship, but it was better than being stuck here in England.  His sweetheart Angela had already gone to New York the month before him, trying to escape an arranged marriage to a man she did not love.  They had agreed to meet at the dock, her waving her bright pink hanker chief at him.

He had not told anyone he was going, not even his own mother.  Then again, she had so many children that she would not notice one missing right away...at least until the dole was due.  He wanted something more out of life, not just work his ass off for little to no pay.  The wind in the sails was God's way of wishing the passengers luck on their voyage.  But luck was not meant to be, at least in the sense of good luck anyway.

It was then that he noticed his roommate was a woman with brown hair that was past her bottom, looking rather rag-a-muffiny in a dirty, torn dress that looked more like a theater costume of a tavern wench than an actual outfit, but he chose not to judge the poor woman.  "G'day ta ya lassie!" he greeted her in his deep Irish brogue and removed his hat in the presence of the lady.

"Good day to you as well" she greeted him, in what seemed to be a Greek accent "It seems like we will be sharing this cabin, so allow me to introduce myself: my name is Danielle.  How do you do?" she curtsied to him, just as she was taught by her former masters.

"My name is Johnathan O'Leary," he bowed down low to return the gesture to her "it is a pleasure ta meet such a fine lady on this ship in steerage class" he winked at her, causing her to chuckle to herself.

One night during a dancing party in steerage class, Johnathan had asked her to dance with him, and she accepted.  Taking her hand, he led her through a fast paced dance, to which the floorboards under their feet began to bend and creek.  Then all the fun stopped when Danielle looked up to see another woman, perhaps a rival on the stairs.  But this woman was dressed in fine clothes, satin and silk no doubt.  She appeared to be from first class, and she gestured Danielle to walk onto the deck with her.  Turning to Johnathan she said "I'll be right back..." and left with the other woman.

It was an hour after she left when she still did not return, so he went looking for her.  He found the two women battling to the death, and his friend was on the losing end.  The other woman was on top of her, with a dagger in the air; the blade glinting in the moonlight when he jumped onto the other woman's back and heaved her off Danielle "Are ya alright?!" he asked, to which she dropped her Greek accent to yell at him.

"NO YOU FOOL!" her voice was neutral, with no accent detected whatsoever.  He then felt the blade being drawn across his neck; the fountain of blood obscured his vision as he heard the women arguing with one another.

"Fool indeed, sister dear!" the rich woman sneered at the poor woman.

"He's not dead!  Take responsibility for him!  Either kill him or turn him!"

"I don't think that's my problem, Danielle!" the other woman jumped off the boat and into the freezing water of the Atlantic Ocean.

With a somber tone in her voice, Danielle went over to Johnathan and said "I shall give you a choice: you can die here or you can live on and see your beloved Angela once more" she quickly applied pressure to the wound (which sliced the carotid artery) to keep him from dying right away.  He began to mouth words, but she could not hear him, so she drew closer and listened carefully.

"I...w-w-want...to...l-l-live!"

That was all she needed, and said "For the terrible trials that lay before you, I am sorry..." she then transformed into a giant wolf, the beast driving her fangs into his neck.  The bite alone should have killed him instantly, but instead he felt the pain of tissue regrowth around his neck, then something attacking his very cells, converting them into something more than human.  

Once the transformation was complete he got up and stammered "Wh-what the bleedin' hell did ya do ta me?!"

"I gave you something that not very many people can" she said coldly "I gave you immortality because I believe that you have something WORTH living for: true love" she was untying one of the life boats from the side and lowering it into the water.

"What th bloody hell are ya doin'?" he said, still in disbelief of what just happened.

"Saving our asses" they heard the small sound of the boat hitting the water "now hold on..."

"Hold onta what-!" he was surprised when she easily picked him up and jumped down from the ship, landing safely in the life boat below.

"The ship's about to sink" she rowed away from the Titanic "The idiot crew steered it right into a giant iceberg while the other girl and I were fighting..."

By the time they reached New York, news of the crash had gone world wide.  The sunken ship was now a mystery to the world, one that may never be solved.  Johnathan pleaded with Danielle to go to the address that his Angela had given him, but when they got there, the place was crawling with people and police alike, with them being pushed away from the apartment.  The stink of blood permeated the air heavily...like the perfume of a whore.

"Let me in!" he pleaded with the police officers "That girl is my beloved!"

The chief looked at him with sorrow in his eyes, saying "I am sorry, sir...it seems that she killed herself...heard that you were on the Titanic when it sank..."

His stomach churned "How did she do it?"

"I beg your pardon?"

"How did she kill herself?" he asked again.

"That's totally morbid and inappropriate!"

He grabbed the chief by the collar again and said "I WILL NOT ASK AGAIN!  HOW DID SHE DO IT?!"

"SHE STRANGLED HERSELF WITH A LENGTH OF DOCK ROPE!"

He let the chief go, and pushed his way into her apartment.  The overturned chair was under the body and to the left a little, the decaying corpse of his lover was dangling there.  The rate of decomposition suggested that she took her own life no more than a week ago.  He approached her hand and took hold of it, expecting a response.  However none came, because rigor mortise had set in a long time ago.  When Johnathan realized that his love was never coming back, he let her go.

One would expect a man to cry, or to try and take his own life to be with her.  But his new wolf blood would not allow him to do that, Danielle explaining to him the few but strictly enforced rules of the werewolves.  Always give a choice to the person you have to change; the person has to be dying; and never change a child.  She had also explained who that other woman was, and their history.

He walked out of the apartment and found Danielle waiting for him in the alley "I will give you another choice: You may stay with me, travel with me as my companion; or you may go off on your own.  I don't care which one.  But if you choose to stay with me, you will be considered property rather than a person.  You will do as I tell you to do without question.  Then and only then will you learn how to survive on your own when the time comes when you wish to break off our companionship" she hated that she had to treat him like a slave, but her new master, Romulus had ordered her to do so.  He explained that it would toughen him up, make him a lasting impression on the werewolves.

"I shall go with you" he said, not caring about being treated like a thing rather than a person "I want ta learn how ta do th' things ya do..."

She smiled and said "Very good.  I will show you what the world of werewolves has to offer you.  My only rules are to speak only when spoken to unless you are asking a question, don't talk back to me and when you kill, only kill for food and do so without discrimination.  Skin color and social status mean nothing when a werewolf is hungry" she pointed to a homeless person with "that human will taste just as good as" then she pointed to a fat man "THAT human, though the fat ones usually keep you full longer. Also, your name of Johnathan is no more.  You shall be named Dublin, after your birthplace."

"What is our first order of business, Master?"

"We must go to California...New York is vampire territory and when vampires and werewolves are in the same area for a long time, it is never pretty" she took him to the train station and bought two tickets.

"What is in California that is important to werewolves?" he asked her.

"At the moment, nothing.  My Master, Romulus granted me freedom in exchange for establishing a central command for the werewolves of the world.  He believes that the city of Los Angeles will be perfect for said central command" she said loading onto the passenger car.

"What if humans see us?"

"That is no matter, as long as they don't see us transform" she explained "as long as we are traveling companions, it is to be assumed that we are brother and sister.  Is that clear?"

"Crystal, dear sister" he replied.

"Very good...dear brother."

About halfway to California, the train had to stop and fill up on coal.  The passengers were allowed to get off and stay the night wherever they pleased.  Most went to inns, but Danielle walked into a place more sinister, and Dublin looked up at her with "Master are you sure about this?  I mean that place is an-"

"Insane asylum?" she chuckled "Yes, I know.  But their hospitality has more to offer us than an inn.  Our needs are special tonight" she spoke with the owner and the directer, making arrangements to stay the night in the damp, dark basement dungeon.  

The men led them down by lantern light and began to man handle them, chaining their hands and feet to the wall and floor.  Dublin resisted with "Master!  What are they doing to us?!"

"Will you relax?!  They are just protecting themselves and the town for tonight!"

"What is tonight?!"

"The first full moon, when you will transform for the first time into a werewolf and go on a rampage. We must do this to gain the trust of the Slayers and Hunters...and so that you can get used to the transformation."

She had not yet explained what Slayers and Hunters were, and he was confused.  The light of the full moon drew both of their attentions and the luminous glow filled their eyes, stirring their blood to rush.  The pain ran through Dublin's body like liquid fire, yet the adrenaline was getting him pumped up; stronger, faster and more agile than ever before.  The cracking bones and lengthening spine were only to accommodate the new form.

Then everything went black.

He woke up quite nude, and a pile of fresh clothes in front of him, but he had been able to easily move around despite the weight of the shackles on his arms and legs.  He looked to see that the chains were completely off the wall and floor, and directly in front of him, Danielle his master was sitting in a chair giggling like a school girl.  He blushed and covered himself up with "Master, if you please look away so I can get dressed in privacy!"

"You are my property.  I reserve the right to watch you dress and undress as I please" she teased him, but after she saw the despair on his face she turned the chair so that he may change clothes in peace.

"So when does the train leave for California?"

"In about an hour" she said "We have to go into town and get some human food so we actually LOOK like normal humans" they did just that, getting some salted pork and clean water.  In their private train cabin, he started asking her questions about her personal life that had not been previously answered.

"What does it feel like?"

"What does what feel like?" she asked him in reply.

"Killin' a human for food, I mean?"

"Have you ever wanted someone or something that you couldn't have?"

"Well, yeah" he looked down, remembering his sweet Angela.

"The feeling that you get when you finally get that person or thing you have been trying to obtain is overwhelmingly happy right?"

He then remembered the first time he and Angela first made love in secret, the sweet scent of her hair and the taste of strawberries on her lips, the firmness of her breasts underneath his touch made him whimper.

"I am sorry" she said "I have brought up a memory in which you wish to forget, have I?"

"Yeah...but what about killin' for revenge?"

Her face turned serious and she said "If you kill for revenge, then your entire world turns dark and distorted.  You will not be able to distinguish friend from foe, and your manners will fly out the window."

"You speak from experience?" he asked.

"Not quite.  Every time that my sister and I fight, I turn into a complete monster.  But since I have not killed her yet, I regain my composure afterward" she dropped the topic and continued with "Now when we get to Los Angeles, we must abandon all humanly precepts such as shopping.  Werewolves only survive on what we can make or hunt ourselves.  Animals that we hunt are to never go to waste.  For instance, fur can be used for clothing or shelter, the bones can be used for structures and jewelery."

All of this fascinated him to no end, learning about his new world from one of the oldest of his kind was like special training from the best of the best.  He even eventually learned to control his emotions during a transformation, discovering that if he was calm he would be able to keep his head about him even in his wolf form.  Danielle was indeed impressed with him, and congratulated him upon successfully establishing a home base for the world's werewolves.

"Now, I offer you your third and final choice: Do you wish to be my mate, or do you wish to go off on your own and establish your own freedom?"  It was now in the 1930's the threat of a second world war on the horizon.  No doubt that vampires were helping Hitler in Germany; her sister leading the pack.

"I choose my freedom" he said "I know that I can't go back to New York, but possibly maybe back home to Ireland" he had lost his accent and was speaking like an American.

She smiled and said "But remember, you are always welcome in my presence, dear brother" she hugged him.

"No...you are a mother to me" he hugged her back and they parted ways until in the distant future.

Danielle followed her former servant to the hideout in the mountainous caves, where the little girl Cybele was waiting for her with the other werewolves and vampires.  They all knew what she did all those years ago in retaliation for her mate's murder, and they knew she paid the price.  Dublin was her secret contact within the court of Romulus, even unknown to her.  He left her notes on her door without his signature on it. 

"Very nice of you to join us" said the little girl.

"What is the meaning of this?" said Danielle, her blood on edge from all the vampires in the cave.

Dublin smiled and said "This is what's left of those loyal to Romulus and Remus.  Those who cling to the old ways" he laughed "Just to spite Wolf Mother and Nox!"

Lance sat in a small space, his own little room that he had commandeered from the resort.  The thoughts running through his head were swirling, not even able to sort them out.  "Nox...? I need you..." he said, and the blind woman appeared before him, barefoot.

"What did you need child?" she sat next to him.

"I have decided, I will be your eyes.  I want to become a vampire."